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THE COSTERS FOR EVER! 


“Since Poor Pa’s sojourn at the seaside, things have become a little mixed in London. The Clerkenwell costers, for instance, have been treated 
shamefully, and the working classes consequently suffer. Of course, this sort of thing is unbearable, so, after an interview with Albert Chevalier, Papa 
determined to enter the lion’s den himself and defy the authorities on their own ground. He has done so. Disguised as a coster, he put the whole police 
force to flight. During the scuffle a raid was made on the stall, ’tis true, but Dad, haviny asserted his rights, is content.”—ToorsiE. 


WORSERHALF DRAWS THE LINE. ANOTHER CAPTAIN. 


—_—~— 


“ THE title of captain,” says Charles Whitehead, in Bohn's 
edition of “Johnson's Highwaymen,” “did not belong 
to our hero.” Of course it did not. Lots of the Knights of 
the Road were dubbed captain, and one even colonel, 

Evans was the son of 1 We!sh innkeeper, who apprenticed 
him to an attorney, but Evans (his Christian name is not 
mentioned by his biographer) took to highway robbery.and, 
it is said, “acquired considerable wealth.” But we find him 
in an early period of his career being conducted to Shrews- 
bury Gaol under a strong guard with his legs tied below the 
body of the pony he bestrode. One of his guards carried a 
loaded fowling-piece, and “our hero,” espying a pheasant 

yerched on the branch of a tree, with a deep sigh, related 
10W dexterous a shot he used to be, and begged the use of 
the gun for one moment. The simple fellow carrying it 
handed it to the robber, who then, turning on the guard, 
swore he would have their lives if they came astep nearer. 
He then withdrew to a distance, and ordered one who was 
best mounted to approach, deliver up his pistois and untie 
his legs. This being done, he mounted the guard's horse, 
left the pony in its place and rode away. 

In the neighbourhood of London he appeara to have 
“committed several notorious robberies, of which, how- 


Maria! T willingly take th i ‘ ; i ever, ho account is given, except that on one occasion “he 

iy, thoug’ y take the baby for a walk “ And I don't even mind ‘ bringing the wet clothes *But what I po object to is, taking that cabbage 4 Ld ” ‘ tar ‘ Bae ' 

1 ate Tamthe langhing-stock of the neigh- in* when a sudden shower of rain comes on, though back to the greengrocer, simply because you have found encountered a w riting-master and his wife and iin pe riously 
© people in the street,— you must confess it does make me look likeafool!— _ five earwigs and a caterpillar inside it! demanded their money, which they obstinately refused. 
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On which he rifled them of what they had, and then, tying them 
together, bound them to a tree and left them. . 

Another time, he and his band stopped a Member of Parliament 
on Basshot Heath riding ki a coach and six with three other 
gentlemen inside, four gentlemen on horseback, well armed, and 
three footmen, veral shots were fired on either side and one 
horse killed, belonging to Evans’ brother Will, Evans and the 
M.P. then crossed swords “to save further blood.” Evans dis- 
armed the gentleman, “but gallantly returned his sword, content- 
ing himself with a good horse for his brother and what they chose 
to give him asa free donation, For this generous behaviour, that 
gentleman afterwards endeavoured to save Evans’ life. p 

Evans and his brother shortly after this met upon the Ports- 
mouth road a body of constables in eharge of thirty poor fellows 
whom they had impressed for the King's service (the constables 
being paid ten shillings for each captive). Evans asked why they 
were tied together, and he and his brother attacked the officers 
with such fury, that they rescued the prisoner: stripped their 
captors of every shilling and left them “ bound neck and heels in 
an adjacent field.” Ee 

One day, Evans met one Cornish, an informer, on F inchley Com- 
ton, Whom he saluted as usual with, “Stand and deliver, or you 
idaman!’’) The informer, in a deadly fright, begged for 
cand implored Evans not to take his money, “or he would 
be undone,’ Cornish describing himself as a poor, honest man 
belonging to the Chamberlain, Evans, supposing that by chamber- 
Jain he meant the landlord of an inn, said, “Perhaps you may do 
me a piece of service by informing me of wealthy passengers 
lodging at your house, and, if so, | shall generously reward you. 
But when it turned out that the chamberlain was the Chamberlain 
of London, and that all the money the rascal had about him 
amounted to fivepence only, Evans gave him a caning for wasting 
so much of his valuable time, J 

We next hear of Evans and his brother robbing the Chester 
conch and a rich Scotch cheesemonger who had shared Will's bed 
at Barnet. The cheesemonger had on him seven guineas and three 
watches; but Will interceding, the best watch and three guineas, 
to bear his expenses upon the road, wers “ generously returned tv 
the victim. The dast we hear of the brothers, is that they were 
hanged in the year 1708, at the respective ages of twenty-nine and 
twenty-three, 
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and wee berry iss boddy inn the plantashun, Pore mann, tho inn 
the perlees, ee was a nusban and a phathur off twinx. 
wen wil thees seens of orer hend ? 
CNert week,” The Rufian Judge.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 414.—The “ Huntswoman “ Costrme. 
{ 


G. R. Stms, we fancy, Bertie: Thanks for information, JACK i | 
Always stamp your encelope, KYM. If you want the sketches back 
Gladly, gladly would we do so Had we any apace, FN. Rather 
smart idea yours, JO, But yowil neecr make it pay: Bar too long 
and prosy, CONWAY, Not the sort of thing we dike, Quite im- 
probable, A, SCOTSMAN 3 Early in December, MIKE. Thanks for 
qaer, HoxG Kong READER: As you wish, it shawt be used, 
All celebritics, Miss MatTHEWS, Are by encious folks abuacd, 
Very glad to hear, A. Rustic, Mow successful was your fetes 
Thursday morning, NEW SUBSCRIBER ; It's no reason ta be late. 
SLOPER sends his greetings, TONY, Always pleased to hear from 
yous forward them direct, M183 CALWICK ; Yes, WILL, there are 
still a few, Sorry, MADGE, we can't inform you; Paternoster 
Row, 8. L. Maybe yowre right, A COALiL, It’s impossible to tell. 
—~— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World. 


Forwarded toany part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, postSrees 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.: 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to Gitwenr DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHO LANE, VLeet Street, LoNpoN, E.C, 


= | Papa thinking it over, 
“So yon've gota wife?” “Well, Tdon't | 9 4.30am. 

exactly know; but I rather think she’s got 
me, * 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at eur 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue pe LA BANQUE, 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-uf-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Serrants on duty ercepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Ratway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the eurrent issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” be fomnd upon the Deecased at 
the time of the Accident, “ALLY SLoPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 oclock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 

Farmer (to Quarryman in svarch of a job). You say you under- 
stand cows ; do you know how to use the separator? 

Candidate, Begorra, | do that, sor, Im the best hand with 
doinamite, onter Oireland ! 

Farmer, Dynamite! What do vou mean? 

Candidate, Yhat’s what we call the separator, sor. The last 
ree! fuired separated my mate intu twenty-seven pieces, 

ecad - 
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Mother, See how quiet the little angel lies, 
Brute. Humph! Perhaps he’s dead. 
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Philosopher. Wow is it that thongh they possess music, fancy, 
imagination, yet so few women are poets? i 
Man of the World, Beeause poetry means thought, thought 
means silence, and silence and women are incognpatibles. a 
7. 


“My darling hoy," that mother says, 
“Was once his poor dear father’s image ; 
But all is changed, for now he plays 
At football in that horrid scrimmage 1” 
=* 

“THERE is many a true word spoken in jest,” and even fashion- 
able doctors tell the truth sometimes. A medical man was called 
in a great hurry to see a dady of title, and, after making his 
diagnosis, he said, “ You need not be afraid. There is not much 
the matter, but Pil soon remedy that.’ and as she had a good 
banking account, no doubt he did. a 

s2 
Sunday Mornina, 

Hushand, V thought you said youd furgetten to get the coffee 
last night, dear? 

Wife, Sol did, But T found enough coffee-berries—samples, 1 
Suppose—in your waistcoat pocket to last us for a couple of 
TLOTU, >. 


| 
| 


i 
| 
“ Buffalo Bill gone and tin | 


Horticulturies closed. What's 
® poor chappie to do?” 


“TO-MCRROW WiLL BE 


Be 


Time — 
Thermometer— 3A. 
“Yes, Fwed was quite right; 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


| see, poor man, he never had a chance to know anything. Tie 


(Saturday. October 29, 1892, 
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ALLY is very sorry to hear that the publishi i 
brisk as it used to be, His latest novel has iy taped tr pons 
ha the most envious are bound to own that “The Custard T phe, 
by the talented author of * The Broken Stay Busk," is aw ees 
well might make the departed Shakespeare so jenlous ap aa 
would step down from his niche in the Temple of Fan ie 
three penn’orth to pull himself together. ae 
nd 


7rotter. 1 hear that Rose de Ninon 
How do they get on together ? 

Cutter, Very well, indeed. 
willing to be loved, 


has married young Clog, 


He is willing to love her and 


** 
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Sweet Young Thing. And can J really believe, darling that Ls; 
the only girl that you ever loved? ese 

Absent Minded Lover, OC course, dearest. 
kuown has ever doubted it yet, 


se 
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MOoRE AND BURGESS went to Bow Street, 
But didn’t stay there eg 

They bailed young Charlie Mitchell out, 
Then sang this good old song :— 


The Minstrel Boys to the court have gone, 
Down at Bow Street you will find ‘em; 
Their morning dress they have girded on, 
But they've left their black behind ‘em. 
ss 
s 


she is 


No girl that Ve 


“WINTER is coming on at last,” says ALLY. “T know ir. | 
feel it. What with the legs of pork being carried into the baker 
ind what with the greatcoats being taken out of the leaving si, 
ind what with the first orders for hot Scotch, bless my soul a; 
waiscoat buttons if 1 don’t feel a regular Father Christuias, 
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Scribbler, T want a title. 

Jawkins, So does Tottie Goodenough, 

Seribbler, Ah! but [ want one fora play. 

Jawhins. Ab! she wants one fora player. 

+ * 

Smith, So vou consider Jones a good judge of character? 

Brown, Why, rather! He refused to lend ALLY SLOPER half 4 
crown the first time he met him, Oh, yes, he's « good judge of 
character ! s* : 

* 

“THE only reason,” said Jones, thoughtfully, “for which you 
conld possibly respect your mother-in-law is that, some time or 
the other in the fark nges, she very likely spanked your wife.” 
There is a certain deyree of thought in this that makes one burn. 
ingly anxious that this man should stand us a drink and a three: 
penny Mexican, 


ow 
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The Fishing Party. 
Charlie. 1 wish you fellows wouldn’t make such a bally row, 
Dick. \ can't get a bite; what are you fishing with? 
Charlie, With baited breath. 
Harry, What is bis breath baited with, Dick? 
Dick. With whisky, 1 should think, for 1 see the bottle j- 
elply. * * 


home. 

Friend, What was it? 

Noodle. You bally idiot! If T knew what it was I should: 
have forgotten it,should 1? es 

« 

Spiffer. What—er—should you—er—say that the—er—hest t!inz 
to do when you accidenially tread ona big—er—strong mii 
favourite corn? 

Spoffer. Best thing to do? Get out of reach. 

P 
. 
MATCHLEsS, gazed he upward, his pipe was in his hand. 
Gazed he ona bright light ona lanppost in the Strona. 
Then he upward clambered to that spot so bright, 
But alas! he'd been deceived, for ‘twas the electric lizl:' 
so. 


Slummer (to’Tec made up asa Tramp). Wallo, Hawkseye, Low 
are you? 

Hawkseye, How did you know me, Mr. Slammer? : 

Summer. Why, lL saw you through that hole in your coat, te | 
sure! 

7? 
* 

“WHATEVER is is right.” The reason why the world was » 
round was that you couldn't see too many pubs, in the distinc 
once. Sir Isanc Newton never thought of this, But thes, vou 


1 


“HALF-HOLIDAY ” wasn't on all the stalls when he first twis 
the nurse trying to lower the wholesome modicum of ~ Un- 
sweetened,” + 
Spectator (to Captain of the Darktown Volunteer Fire Briga” 
Yes, they're fine looking fellows, but are they not a little—er—er— 
slow over that Indder drill? ‘ 
Captain, Well, to tell you the truth, they mostly belong to the 
building trade, and they haven't learnt to be quick on a ladder yet. 


. . oe 
Greeney. How did your brother Tom get on in that champios- 
ship business—ah, yes, lawn tennis—that he was going 1 for! 
Harry. We was scratched. / : B 
Greency. AW! that’s the danger of playing with women. You 
never know when they'll show their claws, 


* a ae in 

You can pick up any amount of tips, even ina legitimate a 
if you're in the “force.” There’s one fellow on the Blooms put 
night beat who made quite a fortune in Christmas boxes last id 
for covering the keyholes with luminous paint, 50 that an 
husbands could see ‘em plainly like when they came home fo 
the smokers. as 


Algernon (in the Treasury). 1 can't think, Miss Clara—er—¢'— 
I cant think—er—er— fo Beata ils 

Miss Clava (interrupting). Can't you, really? What a pit | 
Still, it doesn't matter much to you, does it? for you don’t have ¢ 
in your office. *\° 


"TWAS night ; and all the world was filled 
With the soft light the moon distilled : 

The young knight's heart with love did swell, 
And yet that love he could not teil. 


He lingered at her side and sighed, 

To tell his passion long he tried ; 

The burning words refused to come— 
Poor youth, he'd left his teeth at home! 


At the Gaicty Bar. seit 
De Masher. Vf you are so vewy unkind to me, I shall 
blow my brains out, ie tie abouted 
Pretty Barmaid. 1 do so dislike to hear a man talk § 
Inigo rie 
w Masher. 
bai Jove? 


—v— 


Eh, what?) What are all those fellers laugl.ine 
-* 
* 

BReNupA MontMorency was born te 


aghanee. 
She tric: 


CHARLOTTE ) 
ac ress, Anyone conld see that ina quarter of i" 
to reading plays like SLOPER did to * Unsweetened, a 
kick her father’s hat off the peg when she was a te 
months old. When she was ten, she rubbed the mit 
over with mustard, and swore it was a gold. locket. heen 
wot make the finest that ever had a three line part & 

Lane pantomime rehearsals and tind a better. 
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TOOTSIE ROUND THE TOWN. 


the most wonderful books on Ma's bookshelf are * Tom 
The full tithe of the tirst is * Lite, 
in Loudon; or, 
Day and Night 
Scenes of Jerry 
Hawthorn,Esq., 
and his Elegant 
Friend Corinth- 
ian Tom, in 
their Rambles 
and = Sprees 
through = the 
Metropolis,’ 
and its won- 
drous coloured 
pictures are by 
Isnnc George 
and Robert 
Cruickshank. 
The second is 
“The Finish to 
the Adventures 
of Tom, Jerry 
and Logic in 
their Pursuits 
through Life in 
and out of Lon- 
don,” the pic- 
tures, this time, 
heing by Robert 
Cruickshank 
, The new bal- 
; et at the 

Ida: Dalley, Empire is not 
“Tom and Jerry,” but its concoctors must have had the book 
in their heads when they began upon this delightfully bright 
ind amusing work, that cannot fail to crowd the house for many 
mnouths to come, 

Tae piece opens with Covent Garden, Not the Covent Garden 

fom and Jerry's time or that of Hogarth. It isa quite up to 
‘ute, or more so, market that is being held here, It is  sumener 
tie and very early in the morning, but not too early for Dr, Burch 
ind his pupils to take a ramble among the stalls and improve 
them minds, There are coffee stalls in the market, of course, and 
iponeof them the Burch boys goin heavily for“ pints’ and “slabs.” 

Entera market eart, the load on which the Bureh boys storm 

me utter, when, wonderful to relate, as the baskets fall, they 

disclose a bevy of beauteous maidens beneath, xdorned by artfully 
arranged fruit and vegetables. To celebrate this event, graceful 
Rettina de Sortis obliges with the Londonienne polka, and a very 
pretty one, too, whether manufactured in France, Germany or 
sweden, 

Meandering round the market is Mr. Rapless, a certain oofless 
mrisher, and he : 
tries, with Jittle 
sucess, tO es. 
tubish amicable 
relations with 
the Covent Gar- 
den flower girls. 
A puthetic ins 
isalso lent 
scene by 
tie sympathetic 
aeting of Miss 
M. Paston as 
dane, a poor 
Woman who, § 
with her child 
deserted and 
penniless, seeks 
shelter in one of 
the porches of 
the market place 
HT] sinks to 
slumber. Better 
still is the 
powerful imper- 
sonation of 
Jane's dissolute 
husband, b 
Malvina Cavale 
lizzi, who en- 
deavours to 
force money from his wretched helpmate, and is about to resort to 
force when interfered with and driven off by the indignant crowd. 
_ The adventures of Jane are later on continued on the Thames 
Embankment, where, resolving to commit suicide by a plunge into 
the cold: water of the Thames, she is, at the nick of time, rescued 
by Dr, Burch, a tender hearted gentleman in spite of his name. 
The ootless swell, very comically played by W. Warde, repents 
tin of his errors and joins the Salvationists, but not before he 
has indulged in many extremely droll dances. 

_Hesides Covent Garden and the Embankment, the Stock Ex- 
iiuze and Leicester Square are admirably reproduced by ‘Telbin 
nd Brace Sinith ; and, when we are in the City, a very amusing 
‘wisode isa tizht between telegraph boys and boy messengers, in 
Which a shoeblack brigade effectively joins, % 
«itt the sume scene, too, | must not forget a peculiarly quaint and 

vtty dance by a party of lady tourists with a lady guide, who are 
doing their London, and who, at the conclusion, have a penn‘orth 
each at the shoeblacks’ 
boxes, 

Most effective are the 
evolutions and march 
past of the volunteers in 
the Embankment scene 
and the final tableau of 
the lust scene is very 
striking, with its fanciful 
and effective costumes 
and its almost uncount- 
able Loveliness in pic- 
turesque groups, or, as 
the Dook Snook puts it, 
“jumps of Delight.” 

There was a time, the 
Hereditary informs me, 
when, save at Christmas, 
and now and again at 
Easter, there was little 
or no employment for 
ballet girls. All that had 
changed now, and danc- 
ing seems to be coming 
more and more to the 
front. Another item, by- 
the-way, is the Ta-ra-ra 
danced by nine young 
ladies, which elicits 
thunders of applause—a 
fact which, I notice one 
critic says, shows that 
ss the reiznof “that terrible 

Ended! T should think not, indeed ! 
eae ae Esther Stanton, unquestionably the 
ful all sh 0 re Ta-ra-ra school, is with it trium- 
Hest ite 1e country, By-the-by, { had almost 

wtdab Uley’s serpentine danee is very graceful, 


qe ona 


and * Due Finish.” 


Dr. Burch. Mr. Rapless, 


Fin de Sitcle Girla, 


“has not vet ended.” 
the present time 
oatnd most 
HTN stieenss 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


AN UNPROVOKED ASSAULT. 
THE monster clenched his fist, 
Preparing for the tussle ; 
Of iron was his wrist, 
Of iron was his musele, 
The brawny, burly knave 
Attacked the helpless stranger; 
Blow upon blow he gave— 
Ile knew there was no danger, 


1 heard the blows resound 
Quite plainly from a distance ; 
The hapless wretch, | found, 
Could offer no resistance, 
Nor ever turned to tlee, 
Although the other thrashed him, 
And, with 2 fiendish glee, 
Belaboured, banged and bashed him. 


The victim's cries were loud, 
The victim’s cries were awful, 
But still the gaping crowd 
Appeared to think it lawful 
To serateh the victim's face 
And batter at his features— 
leould not see a trace 
Of pity in these creatures. 


The vietim shrieked and vyell‘d, 
The victim moaned and bleated, 
Which, when the crowd beheld, 
With great applause they greeted, 
Though not a bit my fault, 
Forget | never can, ol! 
The trebly-base assault 
Upon that poor piano, 
SS 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and footnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 
CHAPTER XXX, 
RATES, 

MARRIED life has its troubles. 

There can't be any manner of doubt about this unfortunate phase 
of human condition. 

A scolding wife, man in possession, a short purse, the water 
rates knocking at the door unfortunately too often epitomises 
human matrimonial existence, Asa married man there is no doubt 
whatever that | became steadier. 

(Steadier !—the old double eyed Scotch-shifting impostor !—he 
was only steadier because there were more lampposts stuck about 
the streets for him to lay hands on.—McG.) 

I became, after a time, a householder. 

I felt that | was becoming a responsible citizen. 
one time that I might almost become a churchwarden, 

(Recome a churehwarden? Well, he was always pretty often at 
the business end of a long clay, but as to becoming—I won't bally 
well say much about that, except that his nose always pretty well 
matched with the sealing wax.—I KY Mo.) 

One thing always did trouble. The rates, 

I often in my calmer moments think why rates were ever 
invented, 

Rates are irritating. The collectors—stern men in pepper-and-salt 
trousers, meet you in the street. They look at you—you, who can 
stand anything, 

(Go it, Ananins!—McG.) 

Sut you cannot stand that. 

You have, perchance, been County Courted in your time. 
believe me, there is nothing to try the system like rates. 
come ; the oof goes, 

How many times in the dark hours of the night have I been 
murmuring aloud, “Water and gas—gas and water—poors,” If 
SLOPER could live his life again how differently would he live it ! 
I would be a quiet, patriotic citizen. 

Young men, between the intervals of drinks, think over this and 
muse deeply on the mutability of human affairs. Think of this. 

| almost think as if | could bear and stand mankind. 

If it would staud another, 

(10 be continued next week.) 
SS 


THE JOLLY GIRLS’ CLUB. 
FIFTH REPORT. 


IIAVING heard that in the fellows’ club a “ ladies’ night's the 
fashion, 
We suggested to our secretary, Gerty, that our club 
Should at once begin a “ ventleman's”; but G, flew in a passion, 
And she'll scarcely speuk to us at all—unless it is to suub! 
I declare | never knew a girl so keen on opposition— 
I believe she disagrees with us for simple sake of spite. 
You have only just to make the very mildest proposition, 
And aiie® down your throat like winking. It's unfair ;—it isn't 
right! 
Such an joke! The other evening, I was coming to a lecture 
Yo be given at our club house on the subject of the Man 
(A derogatory reading, you can readily conjecture, 
For the speakers—cats /—pitch into him as often as they can) ; 
I was coming to that lecture, when I met a member's brother, 
A proceeding which delayed me,some considerable time. 
When I left him, Ul be jigyered if | didn't meet another— 
And I got into the club at the eleven-thirty chime, 


But the lecture wasn't over; and I heard, just as I entered, 
The remark, the * Man's a monster!” 1 observed, “That isn’t 
true !' 
All the interest of*the listeners was immediately centred 
In yours truly, I continued, “1 have only jusi left two, 
So I ought to know, Miss Lecturer!” Our secretary, Gerty, 
In the ae of coughs andegiggles from the girls, got up and 
Br 
Witha freezing eye on me, thnt it was past eleven-thirty, 
And requested that we all got up and toddled home to bed. 
(Zo be continued.) 


I thought at 


But, 
They 


THE MODE. 

“THOSE of my readers who would be in the style,” says n lady 
writer in a paper particularly popular in the boudoir, “should have 
dark hair, radiant blue eyes, not a particle of colour in the cheeks 
and red lips.” 

Right. Dark hair we know well where to purchase at sixpence a 
bottle. Then, not only will a judicious mixture of drinks over- 
night insure the requisite degree of pallor in the morning, but leave 
the patient with a magnificent taste in the mouth—a sort of 
reminiscence of making pennies all right. Red lips may ulways be 
acquired by sucking the occupants of a child's sixpenny box of 
Lowther Arcade Grenadiers, or exchanging a sufficient number of 
kisses with the fair young damsels who are just now rehenrsing Sir 
Augustus’ pantomime, ‘he blue eye alone presents the difficulty, 
Few of us who have crossed the bar of boyhood have retained u 
reliable cerulean blue orb, And even those who have would come 
out of the box of soldiers’ ordeal with a transformation in the 
region of the gills, we fancy, Now, had it been a black eye—! 
The artificial production of the black eve is, of course, a matter of 
everyday occurrence, The very best of friends occasionally do a 
little of this kind of tinting for one another. But to lay ona blue 
eye deftly requires a very delicate touch with a great deal of left 
hand side, that cannot be safely attempted by an amateur—par- 
ticularly an amateur with an inclination towards the cup that 
cheers, Yon see a little too much earnestness might spoil every- 
thing; wherefore, it is best to consult a professor — Professor 
Charles Mitehe!l, for instance ! 
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A FRIENDLY VAMPIRE. 


—— 


MY experience of the world is, that if vou want to find gratitude 
and sympathy, they must be locked tor in the dictionary. 

Take Bounder, for in- 4 
stance, What dl did for 
that scoundrel and what 
he owes me will only be 
fully known at the 
sounding of the Inst 
trump. 

How onearth T picked 
him up inthe first pliev 
is aimystery., But) sud- 
denly T found Bounder 
quartered upon me 
~pecies of friendly vi 
pire, continually vow- 
ing that I was “as de- 
cent a card as ever he'd 
met,” 

Certainly, he was a 
most affable doz. He 
called himself a Social- 
istic Bohemian, and 
swore he would regene- 
rate Society by the for- 
mation of a universal 
brotherhood founded on 
the “share alike” sys- 
tem. Meanwhile, he 
wore my clothes, bor- 
rowed my money, drank 
my claret, smoked my 
special Cabanas, and 
even attached my own 
particular 


Attached my toothbrush, 
toothbrush, } 


But | drew the line here, and put my foot down unhesitatingly. 


“ Bounder,” I said. firmly, “this must cease. There are limits to 

human endurance ; and he who would outrage the purity of this 

toothbrush must first bestride my lifeless corse!” : 
“What a beastly, precise, old maidish sort of joker you are 

Spoonbill!" he cried, lightly. “What utter rot!” However, no 

matter, Lend mea shilling and Vi buy one myself as 1 go out. 

And, | say, old bey, call in at your hosier'’s and order some new ties. 

I declare you haven't one tit for a fellow to put on, and 1 hate to 


look untidy about the neck!” ' 
About this time, I first met Bertha Tummingtop. T am,asa i 
rule, shy and indifferent where the sex are concerned, but Bertha’s | 
charms had such an exhilarating effect upon me, that suddenly L | 
grew gay and confident, launched out my choicest jokes with ' 


terrific effect, and altogether displayed such a reckless, dashing 
Lothario sort of a style, that it was evident, even to my innate 
modesty, that ] had created an impression. | walked home on air, 
opeued an extra bottle and even acceded to Bounder’s demand for Ay 
a sovereign with- 

outa pang, 

It was alsoabout j 
this period that 
Bounder said to 
me, “I say, old t 
boy, I've stumbled 
across the smartest 
piece of pastry you if bs 
ever clapped your 
eyes on. Eight 
hundred a year ab- " 
solutely her own, 
ho mother and a 
violent passion for 
yours truly. Wish 
me luck—stand by 
me like a pall— t, 
and lend me a ten- 
ner to be going on 


Fil 


Lend 


~ fT: 


with. You know iH 
this sort of cam Ne 
paign can’t be care . 
ried on without q 
‘ready.’" ‘ 
1 smiled inward- 7 
ly. Here was a 
curious coinci- \ 
dence. Bertha » 
also was mother- 
less and had an y 
“A little bit late, old chappie.” income of a like & 
amount, Not ye 
that I regarded the money as of any importance, for | was pretty w 
comfortably off myself. Still, an increase of income is always , 
acceptable, and one never knows where expenses are likely to end it 
with a family looming in prospective. Want to get rid of him, \ 
indeed! 1 craved, viaboed, thirsted for his departure. . | 
So I let him have it almost with pleasure; and then began a 
martyrdom to which, even at this distant date, I cannot look back f 
upon without horror, He grew extremely fastidious in his attire, 
abused my wardrobe, ridiculed my Lats, appropriated my “ button- | 
holes,” insulted my gloves and habitually selected for his own 
use any particular garment 1 had previously resolved upon | 
wearing. 
The very afternoon I had decided to propose to Bertha, I \ 
searched everywhere fora new coat and vest specially ordered for 
the occasion. ‘They were nowhere to be seen. My appointment 
was for three o'clock, and Bertha hated to be kept waiting ; and, . 1 
as the hour rapidly approached, I wildly ranged through my dis- | t 
mantled wardrobe — for i i 
something decent to put \ 
on, eventually having to 
fall back upon a very di- 
lapidated suit. [ hurried 
off to my angel's house at : 
once, but what was my ie 
surprise to come face to \ r 
face with her about fifty | { 
yards from her own lj 
door, With her was 4 
LBounder, wearing the dia- \ 
bolical grin of a lost soul \ 
and my new coat and vest. 
“A little bit late, old | 


chappie,” he sniggered, 
“yet just in time to con- 
gratulate the future Mrs. 
B. and myself.” And he 
placed) his arm around 
Bertha’s waist with an air 
of proprietorship. 
Speechless | gazed — 
then turned and_ fled. 
Reaching my chambers, | 
hurriedly scrawled on a 
large card, “ Not at home, 
Return inten years.” This 
1 affixed to an outer panel, | 
and, doubly locking and Th 
bolting myself in, built sn iecat suc de A 
impregnable barricade by x ; | 
piling every article of furniture T could p wssibly move Lelind tae 
door, Then Pb went to bed fora fort si meats | 
Phe villain never returned, When TP cae mitered him in the ' 
Street amonth liter he cu vas dead asa coffin nail 


ia 
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“What a clever fellow Smith is! He can master any Wire (who has been waiting for him). You must : : 
tonzue he pleases.” “By gad! [ should te @ happy give up your club or me. if 55 A TONIC. pa sre aie in eve. dear—and with a tia k 
man if I could master one.” “Which one?" “My Husband. Give up my club? Shall make a Doctor, Humph! what do you drink ? gaged. What tr pa eine Becoml ig ts 
pes —_—- bargain. Give up your nother} Patient, Well, as you are so kind, I'll take a little whisky. Extract from Letter Tou Lnigen ee 


BOE hc Fcbamtimira ool lpoe celta ng ones al ddecp prt aaa OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS IDA HEATH. 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS ae 
ARR pics ae 


D dee 


Tt was at the Trocadero the other evening. and that accomplished little transforma- vanished behind the screen, In about half an hour there he was, sabots and all. He 
tion dancer, Miss Ida Heath, had just appeared as a French dancing master, and was assayed a high kick, with the remark, “ How's this for Ida?" and landed heavily ot 
saying, “My next will be—a Spanish dancer,” when up rose from the stalls the | the boards, Miss Heath warnel the ambitious youth not to attempt too muct: at 
Eminent, and spake: “ Miss Ida Heath, Ladies and Gertlemen"—(Urder ! Order! first.—— (3). “My next,” said A. SLOPER, Woking himself up,“ will be an Italian 
No. 258.—M1ss ALICE RoskLy Turn himout ! Chuck him! ete.)—“ it isa lamentable fact “— (A voice: “ Soare you!) Fisher Boy.” Chord! This quick change didn’t take more than an hour, but he 

. 258.—MISs ALICE ROSELYN, —“ that my education as a transformation dancer has been sudly neglected, and if banged his fist through his tambourine at starting ; 80, observing,” My next will be # 
“Who would not choose to bask beneath the sunlight of her Miss Heath will kindly instruct me in the art, she will receive a nation’s thanks, I Premiere Danseuse,’-— (4). He changed to one in, say, five-and-twenty minutes 
purpose calling on the lady to-morrow morning "—(A voice: “ Nothing like the time Thunders of applause, during which he tripped behind the sereen.—<(5). 


eee ~The Dook Snook. | present™),— Well, it rests with the young artirte. Have we her consent?" Mi red as Britanni h, dear! that will do!” cried Miss Heath. "1! 
ae ki eres : eer op — B ¥ ,e ve a onsent ?” 33 appea: as Britannia, “Oh, dear! that will never 1° cried Miss Heath. “The 
Fain would I know my fate, yet fear the answer, 7 : Heath suilingly assented, and in a twinkle A. SLOPER was beside her on the stage. hhsiness is too old." “ But look how patriotic, my deat I really must impersonate 
o ; aoe ~-Lord Bob, Ladies and gentlemen,” said Miss Heath, “I will now terch Mr. SLoPER his steps.” Britannia,” “Very well; then my instruction ceases,” and Miss Heith retired tt. 
And well might Venus suffer by comparison.” ——(1). Jove! How quickly he picked ‘em up! In no time he was pronounced fit “Then naught remains but to bid thee a long farewell, Ida,” said A, SLOPER with 
—The Hon. Billn. for a dress rehearsal,—(2). “I will now,” said he,“ appear as a Dutch girl,” and | tears in his voice, “Sam, nighty, nighty! Baylis, tra-la-la!” and he w 


THE CHOLERA SCARE. 


1 with dist r 


(1). While the Elder was cleansing lis premises, an unseen land cut the rope, (2). “Great grasshoppers aud milky mulberries !—whit's this?" (3), “One's efforts for good in this world are always croone’ Ni 
as’. 


suid the Elder; but added,“ Without the whiteve 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Tonse full,eh? Good, very good. Not even standing room. Is the stage all clear? Right. | Mock, And Concerts take the place of Rrock ;—Angling may p'r'aps be pretty sport, But wetting, 
Stand by, there! Up we go.” There you are, my worthy patrons. Something to smack your lips | “though, by all report ;—The Lion Sermon of the year The other day was preached, I hear :—To 
over, with a vengeance, The show of the age, and what is more, we brook no interference from the | Shorneliffe now, and later they Abroad will go, x0 people say ;—Once more iso yened the great 
County Council or anyone else, A wed amidst a scene so grand, We see a famous Pilgrim hand ; | door: Now then, my hearties, who says Law? "At last the end is reached. My Hie 
—Wuics ta funerals will not qa When siret class races are on show :—The Public tv the Palace | Farewell, my friends, for yet another week, —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


is completed. 


BARREN. 


\ | I 
j ‘ i] 
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AN IRISH TERRIER. 

The O'Halloran. Shure, me dog's a-growin' powerful like 
meself, that it is, I'll just share him, and that'll shpoil the 
resimblance. 


hor, Haw n't such a thing, sir, But if yer warnts a wife, I 
CUD pot ver on one for a trifle. 


Lad 


Phad g Ted “ =—— 
ne jo arenment with a fellow and we had a fight over it.” 


vat the worst of it?” “Oh, no. He had tl 
: 9 , no. e best of 
", aud I had the best of the arcument.” sor 


Dandruff. Bless my soul, Mr. Brown! wiht ‘ave you been duin® 
, i to yer ‘ead ? a , r 

She. And so he isa real baron, What is he Larou of ? Mr. Brown. Using the magic capillary hair restorer you 

as 


He. Ideas, I should say. recommended wheu I was last here, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE Lunting season is in full swing. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


You ean see that much at 


aylance. Alb the dlastrated porpers devote pages toa pictorial repre: 


sentation of oA 
Meet of Bally 
Swagger Fox 
Hounds,’ or SA 
Day with Hurly 
Burly Harriers,” 
whilst numerous 
little paragraphs 
in the daily and 
weekly journals 
inform us how 
Lord Suatile- 
Sit’s leg has 
been Success. 
fully amputated, 
after that reck- 
Jess voung man’s 
accident in 
negotinting a 
particularly 
ugly jump; 
and the date ot 
the funeral of 
Miss Martin- 
yale, who was 
unhappily 
dragged a few 
hundred yards 
over a rough 
country, with 


her foot in the stirrup and her head on the ground, A, SLOPER is 
himself a great hunting man, and although he has hitherto re- 
frained from identifying himself with any particular pack, it is only 
because aman in his position cannot be too impartial in the bestowal 


of patronage, The 


fact that energetic Hunt Secretaries might 


endeavour to touch him fora sub. if he followed the same pack 
often, has been suggested by a nameless miscreant. The Mildewed 
Millionaire can atfurd to treat such an aspersion with contempt, 

1 We 


. 
“Tuey won't be happy till they get it.” Who?) The British 
public,to be sure, What?) ALLY Stoper’s Curi— but, hush! 
hush! hush! He who must be obeved hath spoken ; for the next 


week or two, at any rate, we must dissemble. 
Ff 


=. . . 
THE MILDEWED FAapnic has just added a PS. to his will, re- 


‘such we commend = the 


questing that he may not be buried in Westminster Abbey, when 
he “ puts out to sea,” Per 
* 

THE Old Country had better look to its Jaurels, or it will be 
beaten ont of sight by some of its offspring. Melbourne, in 
Australia, possesses about ) 
as cute a class of barmaids 
as can well be found any- 
where. A certain port'on of 
the prettiest have entered 
into a sort of contract with 
the flower girls of the 
town, and when Johnny 
now purchases a beautiful 
bouquet or buttonhole for 
his favourite Hebe, the odds 
are greatly in favour of 
the tlowers finding their 
way back to the vendor's 
hands, and the barmaids 
and flower girls are mutu- 
ally richer for the trans- 
action, This is up-to-datism 
with a vengeance, and as 


business to that portion 
of London _ loveliness 
whose duty it is to serve 
behind the bar. 

*- 


s 

THE reason the railings 
outside “The Sloperies” 
have been painted bright 
red is that the F.O.M. 
thought McGooseley would 
more likely to see 
them when he left the “Sloper Arms.” A railing or {wo comes 
in handy after the sun has set. SLOPER'S one thought is for others, 


THE Moss Encrusted Edifice has this day been graciously 
pleased to confer the “ Award of Merit” upon the DUKE OF BEAU- 
FORT, because he's a thorough all round sportsman, “ Feyther,” 
bleated the Cerulean Orbed Blossom, “what a juggins you've bin 
to have overlooked the dook all this time. To say nothink of his 
teaching you ‘uw to tool a team or tandem, look at the racing tips 
he might have given yer!" And the Agéd smiled sadly as Ke 
thought of many neglected opportunities of breaking the half dollar 


“ring,” and turned in at the portals of the “ Badminton” for a 


sherry and bitters and the latest betting on the Cambridgeshire. 


* 

“CrossINnG the Bar,” which ALLY wrote a few years back, does 
not clash with Lord Tennyson's in any way. It's a different sort 
of Bar altogether, 8 

s 

M. LeEcocg’s AND BURNAND'S new comic opera, Zneognita, can 

hardly be said to be an unqualified success, It abounds in super- 


fluities, absurdities 
and incongruities, 
but notwithstand- 
ing its numerous 
shortcomings it 
cannot be denied 
that it contains 
many excellent 
qualities, elements 
of success sufficient 
we should imagine 
to insure a tolerably 
successful run. M. 
Lecocq's music. is 
bright and tuneful, 
ye. never vulgar, 
whist many of the 
intapolated num- 
bers are distinctly 
ploesiug: The 
ibretto too, from 
the punning pen of 
the veteran Bur- 
nand, abounds in 
much that is amus- 
ing and witty, and, 
ns may be imagined, 
suffers little in in- 
terpretation by such 
nble exponents of 


humour as fred Kaye, Susie Vaughan, and that inimitable pair 
Harry Monkhouse and Aida Jenoure. The much boomed prima 
donna, Miss Sedohr Rhodes, was a disappointment, but it is bat fair 
to the lady and the management to say that very pulprble nervous- 
neas largely militated against the fair singer's efforts, Both she 


and Jaceguita should improve. 


* THERE is some talk,” says a writer on fashions, “ of that beautiful 
fur, ermine, again becoming fashionable after its long period of 
retirement.” Really, this 
sort of thing is becoming 
positively serious, With 
seulskin at about twenty- 
tive shillings a square inch 
ever since the beastly 
Behring Sea squabble, it is 
anything but pleasant to 
learn that so expensive an 
article as ermine is to be 
“the mode.” Why, oh! 
why does not the mysteri- 
ous individual who “sets 
the fashions’ have some 
cousideration for the 
luckless chappie with “a 
friend in the Gaiety 
chorus,” and select some- 
thing which, while en- 
hancing the charms of 
loveliness, does not put 
such a severe tax upon 
pockets already overbur- 
dened with the expense 
of diamond bracelets and 
patent tyred broughams ? 


s 

THE announcement 
made in a contemporary, 
that Tootsie will appear 
at the Palace Theatre of 
Varieties in a Serpentine Dance is absolutely sending the Johnnies 
cracked, Jenny Joyce and Florence Levey have a lot to answer 
for, but the idea of Tootsie Sloper serpentizing has completely 
knocked some of the younger boys clean off their perch. 

7 * 


s 
ANYTHING connected with Brewers and Brewerjes naturally has 
especial interest for A, SLOPER. So during the present week the 
Eminent’s visits to the Agricultural Hall have been pretty 
frequent. Representing, as it does, monied class, the Brewers’ 
Exhibition is always of a first-class nature, but this year it excels 
all previous records, the exiibits being more varied and the dis- 
play better all round than heretofore, Messrs, Dale and Reynolds 
are to be heartily congratulated on the success attending their 

elforts, “ 


WE nre pleased to find the report that Lord Tennyson had 
named a successor to the Laureateship has been contradicted by 
his relations, It made it exceedingly awkward for A. SLOPER. 

Ld 


TitAT Tommy Atkins possesses grievances, it is useless to deny, 
but whether he is going the right way to work to remedy them 


is just a little doubt- 

ful. Saddle cutting | 

may be very fascina- | 
‘ 


MEN “Ye BE 
CONFINEOT. 
BARRACKS 


By Gans 
Cm. % 


ting, but it is, at the 
same time, very ex- 
pensive pastime; aud 
as the British tax- 
payer becomes in- 
directly the chief 
sufferer, public sym- 
pathies are at present 
divided, John Bull 
is a very sympathetic 
and genial sort of in- 
dividual) when his 
pocket is not 
touched, but, once 
tamper with this, and 
our worthy friend is 
an altogether dif- 
ferent person, 
Money making and 
money keeping are 
characteristics of 
John's nature, and 
Tommy Atkins 
would do well to bear 
this fact in mind. In 
spite of all this, how- 
ever, it will be gene- 


rally acknowledged that the punishment inflicted on Trooper Mar- 


shall, of the lst Life Guards, was not only unjust, but tyraunical. 


s 

Now that lawyers themselves have taken to discussing the ques- 
tion as to what robes a lady barrister should wear, the admission 
of women to the Bar cannot be so very far off, after all. It has 
been suggested that were lady advocates, like their professional 
brethren, compelled to adopt correct legal vestments, the wig 
would prove a matter of considerable controversy. Dear, dear! 
Why, hundreds, nay, thousands of women to-day wear—— Here, 
what are we saying! Nay, wild horses shall not tear from us the 


completion of so ungallant a remark. 
Ld 


= 
It is currently reported in fashionable circles that the marriage 
of Alexander Sloper, eldest son of A. SLOPER, Esq., of Mildew 
Court, Battersea, and Evelina Higgins, of Ball's Pond, will take 
place shortly, The trousseaux, we are enabled to inform our lady 
readers, 18 already being prepared, and a pair of the Eminent's 


old bags are being cut down for the bridegroom, 
s* 


* 

COUNTER attractions there may be by scores, nnd very powerful 
some of them are, but business at the London Pavilion Music Hall 
seems to never grow 
slick. Night after 
night the house fills 
with almost mono- 
tonous_ regularity. 
Fills, did we say? 
Great Scott! over- 
fills would be nearer 
the mark, The Pre 
gramme _ here 
present is very 
strong, and in- 
cludes the name of 
nearly every Star 
Artiste in London, 
Albert — Chevalier 
again tells us of his 
Eliza, whilst Harry 
Randall, | Herbert 
Campbell and 
George Beauchamp 
sing songs of a 
mirth — provoking 
description, That 
Harry Pleon and 
Sam Redfern are 
funny goes without 
saying, and loveli- 
ness is represented 
by most of the noted 
serio-comics of the 
day. Patronize the 
London Pavilion, by all means, and rest assured you will never 
regretit, Take our word fur it. 


a 
8rd November, 1808.—0On this day, Mr. Dowler,a puts 


(Saturday, October 79, 1992 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 511i, j. 
oe 
30th October, 1649.—Evelyn writes under this 4), 
Was atthe tunerall of one Mr. Downes, x sober Enetisi: ee ; 
We aceompanied his corpse to Charenton, where he aaa 
ina cabbage garden, yet with the office of our church, wi), ), 
said before in our chapell at Paris.” ai, 


3lst October, 1735.—Under ihis date Wade say. 
Drummond, a» young Scottish lady, having turned Quai. 
to London, and preached; and in most of the great. tox 
Kngland, particularly to the whole University of Cant, 
the Castle Hill.” soe 


pee aetiatt hen ee ee ee 
lst November, 1880.—This day a drunken woman oo. 


gow threw her two children from the upper story of 


killing both. vin 


ae eee 
2nd November, 1726.—This day died Sophia by a 


Queen of Great Britain, and mother of George Tl, Th. ,,, 
tunate queen never shared the throne of her husband: Gace.) 
during the whole of his reign, having kept his wife continu: 
Hanoverian dungeon, His conduct is ascribed to jealousy ., 
Count KGnigsmark, a Swedish nobleman, who was niin. ;,. 
hired assassins. On George I.’s death, George I1., visi |j,, 
over, ordered some alterations to be made in the palace, whens), 
body of the queen's lover was discovered beneath one of the poy. 


1 


at Toweaster, Northamptonshire, started to walk five jj: 
miles in seven successive days for a bet of one hundred gij.,. 
He finished on the 9th, at three in the afternoon, 


eee hater a ene ee 
4th November, 1862.—The Gazette this day annoy... 


the imtended marriage of the Prince of Wales to the I’r, 
Alexandra of Denmark. 


ee 
5th November, 1881.—This day the trial of Perey j, 


alias Mapleson, commenced at Maidstone, for the murder o: \: 
Gould on the Brighton Railway. A writer in the Daily 7 /,, 
says :—“ Throughout the whole of this memorable trial one jy. ; 
ful object has ever and avon appeared in view. On the 
of the case it could be seeu, nestled snugly under the lee of ; 
edge of the desk at which the Lord Chief Justice sat, parti ; 
hidden, too, by the lavender gloves of his lordship. Then it ev 
nearer—still nearer; mixed up with the papers on which the jie 
had made the notes for his speech. From there but one tov 
ment was possible; it must either disappear altogether, or | 
placed upon his Jordship’s head. And it was there—The | 
Cap—that I saw it when on glancing from the pallid: prisoner; 
the dock to the flushed jury in the box, | turned to hear the Lori 
Chief Justice pronounce sentence of death.” 


SOMETHING NEW. 
THE tenor squirmed around the staze, 
He writhed and wriggled in his rage ; 
Folks wondered where he next would get to; 
And then a voice was heard to hiss, 
“Tell me, what opera is this?” 
They answered him, “Tis Wriggle-etto.” 


——__>———_ 


A CLEAR UNDERSTANDING. 


“ETHEL,” said the impulsive young fellow, as he threw hin! 
at the feet of the beautiful girl who had just taken her * Hail 
Girton, “1 love you—passionateiy, devotedly. 1 would go toti« 
world’s end for you.” 

“What nonsense, Frederick!" she replied, petulantly: 1: 
world. or the earth, as it is called, is round, like a bail, - 
tlattened at the poles. One of the first lessons in elemen 
zeography is devoted to the shape of the globe. 1 suppose ar 
school at which you were dragged up, they didn't bother «! 
such trifles?” 

“Oh, y-y-yes, they did, but I'd forgotten it,” he stammer« 

“Clearly. | might also inform you that it is no longer a tue: 
as circumnayigators have amply established the fact.” 

“T know. But what I meant was that 1 would do ansthingt 
plense you. Oh, Ethel! if you knew the aching void— = , 
“ Dear, dear, you are ignorant! There is no such thing as av 
Nature abhors a vacuum ; bul, admitting that there might be <u 
a thing, how could the void you speak of be a void if there w: 
ache in it?) Don’t you know—?” : 

“T only know that I meant to infer that my life would be lone’ 
without you, that you are my daily thoughts and my niu 
dreams. ‘I would go anywhere to be with you. If you were! 
suns or Jericho, or at the North Pole, I would fly to you. | 
would——” 

“Fly! It will be another century before men can fly. Look st 
the failures of Baldwin, and of the unhappy Frenchman at t'« 
‘Welsh Harp,’ only a few weeks back. One man certainly /7/ 
matter of five or six hundred yards, if the papers are t" 
believed, but I hear that he now wears a look of chastened serr 
and a steel spinal apparatus, as his machine ‘ buckled to.” Nor 
when the laws of gravitation are successfully overcome, there %) 
still remain » huge difficulty of maintaining a balance— 

“Well, at all events,” he almost yelled, “I’ve got you at” 
I’ve got a balance at the London and County, of six figures. at 
the first figure isn’t 1 or 2 either, and if yow won't be my wie 
let me pop the qu—" . ; . ; 

“Oh, Frederick, Frederick! she cried, hastily, “since yo" 
it in such a feasible light, 1 really can't retuse. Let us s-! 
compact with a K——’ 

With a—Kurtain ! 


ms 


—_o————_ 


A MISS DOLLAR DISASTER. 


> ea 1s 
Iv happened on-the morning of Saturday, October 8th: ae’ 
he Sood tes ine to shave himself with lukewarm water aud 3 0 ‘ 
duller than a theological novel, preparatory to strippitz ont 
raceglasses and starting for Kempton, the fair, nay, beautili. 
nette he had sworn to love, honour and obey entered the rye, 

“You're surely never going racing, a day like this? 

“Tam, though: rain don't trouble me.” aes ied ot 

“It seems not. Men always were idiots, You'll get pushes" 
shoved about among thieves and ruftians, drenched to He ae 
and up to the eyes in mud, and all for what? Why, simply (7! 
your money !” : —" 

“No, dear, no. I’m going to back a good thing, an’ 

“Andif it wins may | have that bracelet 1 saw at Streeters: 

“ Certainly.” 

“ And a new silk dress?” 

“M'yes.” 

“ And boots—nice patent boots, T want awfully. 
Crispin’s bill and order some—/” 

“You may.” 

“ What's the horse's name?” , Fae at eon 

He racked his brain for a minute, trying to think SSO 
that had absolutely not got a ghost of a chance. Then! 

“Miss Dollar,” and, fifteen minutes later, started. 


* * * * Wy 

Of course he didn't back it. Not he. His money gg I) 
on the favourites, and the Inst we saw of him, a 
had literally cantered home at the odds of 100 to 1 ea : 
«public house at Sunbury, He was afraid to go home” 
she'd read all about the race in the evening PA rails 
make up his mind whether to say he'd been welshen: 1 
footpads, garroted in the train, or had his pockets Pee an 
meantime, he was concocting # letter to the Home at . suite 
gesting that it should be made a criminal offence © 


have any voice or interest in herr 


May T pay" 


Sie hac 


the st 


ad bidder 


It wasag 
0 Aer ut 
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peettal | 
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gaturaay, Octcber 29, 1892. ] 
A MUDDLING MUSHROOM. 


me sarant has just discevered an intoxicating mushroom.) 


7 ~. THE other day you might 
1, Le kelep * have read, 


aang omel’ » In Anite the vein of 
- < Kipling, : 
=>) How someone had dis: 
5 coveréd 


5 A startling chance for 
“tippling.” 

A thing which should be 

much renowned 
"Mid all) who've 
much blush room, 

For this discoverer had 
found, 

Among his journeyings 
around, 

A really capableand sound 

Intoxicating mushroom! 
Refrain, 

So here's ‘a chance for 
SLOPER now to leave 
his track so_beatened, 

And to “merry” grow on 

mushrooms, in the 
place of old “Un- 
sweetened.” 
now, when Johnnies 
roll home iu 


not 


So 


\ state they didn't oughter, ; 
They need not say they've ta‘en on gin 
Or other grog and water. ; 
No deadly drinks need they admit 
Absorbing in their “ lush a room ; 
They need but answer, “ Wait a bit! a 
What did Lhave?) Yush, yush, that’s it / 
Why, donshersee, I had a split 
Intockshicatin’ ‘mushroom’” ! 
[So here's 9 chance for SLOPER, etc. 
—— es 


HER REASON. 
un had accepted him,  Graciously, vet without a trace of 
poet, she had told him he might consider himself her property ; 
ad bidden him not to bay his only decent trousers by sprawling 
here aay longer, and as the wan, dreamy-eyed young man rose 
Pedicntly from his knees and timidly assumed a position by his 
acters side, his brain nearly reeled with the delirium of delight, 
v endeavoured to realize the joyous, the wondrous fact, that 
pe dass of tis poverty were numbered, that he, HE, the penniless 
“Whose Very coat was borrowed for the occasion, whose only 
crshirt was even then at the wash, had wou the heart, was the 
pred, tne betrothed 
vely and aceom- 
rinmelinethe Pill 
> only daughter aud 


Wasagreat,a glorious 
torv, and as the ootless 
there gazing 
exultingly into the 
tos ot the fair 
lorious ves, im- 
iting oceasional and 
peettal Kisses upon the 

White hand laid 
istiagy in his own, he 
We not butask himself 
hut he had done to de= 
ve this bliss, what 
Pchw Virtiie she had seen 
fan te pliee hin upon 
is Toity pedestal of de- 


st 


Wis 


not entirely 
nit nodesty, you see s 
> teJected his poems 
trequently for that. 


muocline,” he said, softly trying hard to throw a depth of 
vu dato his tones, “Ekuow, | feel that fam hot worthy of 
me That you might have commanded rank and riches, tell me, 
uy aatis it that has prompted you to hearken to my suit? 
uu hot uneomely, but there are handsomer than I ; can it 
That our souls have commingled, that you feel [ am your 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-Box. 


40 Monnincton Roan, ReGent’s PARK, October 17th, 1892, 
DEAR SLOPER.—I just write these few lines 

Tenowned “ TALF-HOLIDAY " 

saved life, too, 

enough to save 


not only insures life, but how it has 
A week or two ago, | happened to be lucky 
a boy from being run over by a runaway ecab-horse. 
(Newspaper cutting inclosed.) I am glad to say that both the 
boy and | escaped injury, except that the cab-shait penetrated the 
front of my coat, and perhaps would have gone into my chest had 
hot a copy of the “ HALF-HoLIDAy ” 1 had in my breast pocket 
turned it on one side. 1 thought that | would just write and let 
you see that the “HALF-HOLIDAY ” is useful in many more ways 
than just for the reading and pictures it contains, Best love toall 
the Jam'lee; 1 should like to spend Christmas this year at 
Mildew Court. Believe me, dear ALLY, yours truly, 
CHAS, BANNISTER 
(Enginecr for Electric Maiutenancy 
and Signals.) 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES,. 
No. 137.—He HALLOWEENETH—YEA, AND ALLY WHINETH. 


“UPON that night when fairies light 
On Cassillis Downans dance,” 
The Withering Wight invades the bright 
Domains of fair romance, 
The wild, weird, superstitious lore 
Which wont, ou Halloween, 
To charm the “countra folks" of yore, 
The Wreck, with joy serene 
Revives that night. 


So, at the mystic twilight hour, 
The Eldritch Chunk of Clay 
Received with bliss in Blissviile Bower 
A gathering blithe and gay. 
MeNab, M.C, (for who than he 
More skilled in Scottish lore ’), 
And all the Sloper Familee 
Aud “ Friv.” girls fifty-four 
Were there that night, 


The feast discussed, they all ess yed 
The charms and spells with ylee, 
And first, by burning nuts, each maid 
Presaged whose bride she'd be. 
And, lo! the nuts which six times hive 
Fair fays in furnace flung, 
Did is the ingle’s depths ent wine 
With those by SLOPER slung 
Therein, that night ! 


The hempsecd next in Blissville Yard 
Was sown by every maid : 

And, as each damsel's future “ pard,” 
Came SLOPER'’S lifeless shade, 

Then, when those girls befure the glass 
The fateful apple chewed, 

Lo! as her spouse each several lass 
Within the mirror viewed 

The Wreck that night. 


Twas shown, in fact, by scores of tricks 
That, when his wife went dead, 
The Widowed Mound with nine time: 
Delicious dears would wed. 
And SLOPER swelled with pride, till—hark ! 
A whisper to him came 
That gaily on the Spoony Spark 
Those naughty girls had played a lark, 
To get him by his dame 
Well thrashed that night, 


’ 


3 Six | 


FACTS FOR THE FARM. 


IF a hen shows a disposition to lay, furnish her with a list of the 
odds on the Cambridgeshire, 


As the old cow gets grey, 


and a book and a pencil. 
grind the grain for her. This will save 


her ruminating apparatus and Give her less time to brood over the 
hardness of her lot. 


If, from economical motives, 
and a drake in the same coop, 
are apt to quarrel over a difference of a pinion, 

Asparagus beds should 


the ducks out of them, chain them round the quack. The only 
way to prevent what's done is 


you have occasion to keep-a cock 
don’t notice their fighting. Birds 


be well aired every morning. To keep 


| to put a stop to it before it happens, 
init, or is it, perchanee Hy i ; ; To iA a champion crop of cabbages, water them with whisky. 
Werks lias aomkenen fee lat sume 4 lig coor ae passmee 1D MY | You'll find them with tremendous “ heads” in the morning ! 
wie GEL aie 4 responsive echo in your heart ? The only way to get a hen out of a flower bed, is to go slow and 
LaAclt turned a half pitving, half scornful glance upon her shon'er, 
Ver “No. she said, slowly, “vou haven't quite hit it. The fact : 
plot fairy Wwritp 


ped up in the business, and | thought how very 


_ be to Knock off some eye openers cracking up the 
Us. There's hothing fetches ‘em like poetry.” 


Atul it Wis a totally disillusioned and not entirely happy young 
i ay to vee ome that evening, wondering what his classical 
he would sav when asked to furnish rhymes to “affections of 


Tul vouw'd be 


ver and Is, 17, a box, 
i 
ae ONE TO TOOTSIE. 
? Doh, MeG ‘ 


‘ooseley’s been boasting just now that he can 
Ms pedigree right back to Noah. 
aa Mitt that's where he gets his horror of water from, most 
eg, 
GIRLS oF THE “FRIVv.” 
No. 70.—VINoLIA VEER, 

WHEN we hear of some goddess of old 

From Olympian heights descending, 
And snatching a warrior bold 

From the terrible doom impending : 
Vien we hear that a millionaire 

Has been paying some slight attention 
To the burdens his menials bear, 
Or electing their griefs to share 
Then we lovingly laud such rare, 

Such commendable condescension ! 


When an Empress politely talks 
Toa simple old hegro lady ; 
When an erudite playwright walks 
ith a hoodlum whuse ways are 
., Shady: 
W ah learn “how the powers that 
De 
Have x shilling a day asa pension 
testowed on a wretch who was three 
Parts killed in the bleak Crimee, 
i hen in accents of praise say we, 

Oh, what a beautitul condescension !” 
But when on your mind is impressed 
The fact that the heavenliest maiden 

sever was kissed and caressed 
00 the hitherward side of Aideno,— 
The lovely Vinolia Veer ‘ 

(Her name we with reverence men- 

tion), 
Has allowed her sweet likeness here 
+ , 'this wretehe Hg t 4 
Yon] own that on arth eee nee 
“HCO MT CMON condescension | 


GEOGRAPHICAL MrM.—Middle-sex : The letter E. 
l'ASHION NotTe.—Hoop’s will be 
THE man who does things on the QV) is generally a “’cute he” 
himself. 

A MORNING Call: 
penny!” 

Don'T blame Radic 
They can't help using 

PEOPLE engaged in casting medals are 
drinks. 

MONASTERIES were awfully du 
show you a “ Monkhouse” 
about it, 

Why does the “Thirteen Club” boast that it’s 2 modern institu- 
tion? 
that there have been Thirteen Clubs tor 


Trees in the orchard are very liable to stomach 
It is by reason of their being full of green apples, 
same, 

Swift said that the wind was “ tempered to the shorn lamb,” 
He meant dad tempered. We once 
sheep go up in a cyclone. 


-ache about June. 
You'd be the 


saw a flock of hewly shorn 


——_—~—_____ 


UNAVOIDABLY DELAYED. 
To Tiny Joe Murray, an Oxford bloke, 
Who'd been spending a week in the realms of smoke, 
At nine ona morn of October came 
An eightpenny wire from his dame—which same 
Informed him that business required that he 
Ere noon without fail must in Oxford be. 
So he wired to his missis a sixpenny mem., 


to show how your 
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SLOPER’S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE LADY ELFRIDA. 


(A Story or tig Cru 


THERE was a cloud on th: 


gold as he sat at 
father-in-law. 
Tie Lady de 
Branegold “had 
not been plea. 
sant on the pre- 
vious evening, 
She 


pleaded a 
headache — when 
she returned 


home, and in the 
morning the 
headache had de- 
veloped into 
toothache, and jn 
response to some 
soothing — words 
she had re- 
marked— 

“Bah, don't 
bother me!" 

Sir Montmor- 
ency was nston- 
ished at this. It 
was unlike the 
sweet toned 
words to which 
he had, before 
marriage, been 
accustomed, aud 
he could not 
understand why 


| there should be 


| 


such a difference 
within so shorta 
period. The cook, 


in the domestic service of the I 
timated her intention to retire 
her master could suit himself, and she Y 
stay in the place where 
kitehing matters.” 

The scene with his venerable father-in-law, too, lar 
without its significance 
his eyes to the fact that the 
daughter's temper, and was 
its violence, and it 


must be one of that class of women who are 
able for a decision of 


Chasing the wild boar, 


SADERS.) 
_—-—— 
CHAPTER VIL 
brow of Sir Montmorency de Brane- 


breakfast on the morning after the visit to his 


The cook threatens to leave. 


too, a lady who had reached fatness anid forty 


traneyolds, had that morning in- 
from her oner us duties AS SOON As 
ventioned that she couldn't 
“the missus of the ‘ouse hiuterfered in 


1 not been 
Sir Montmorency could not shut 
agéd Baron was not surprised at hig 
even prepared to defend himself from 
began to dawn upon his intellect that his lady 
unpleasantly remark- 
character which teuds to make it unpleasant 
for those around 
them. It was a 
rude awakening 
from the glamour 
of romance which 
his love-dream 
had woven around 
his married future, 
and the period in 
which he had been 
allowed to revel in 
it was of the 
briefest. He could 
only hope that he 
had seen the worst, 
and made up his 
mind to do his 
best to so soothe 
and attend to his 
wife as tugive her 
ho reason for simi- 
Jar outbreaks in 
the future. 
And so De 
Branegold decided 
that as his lady 
still remained in 
bed, he would en- 
gage in the hunt 
as heretofore, and, 
calling his merry 
men, he sailied 
forth to chase the 
wild boar, 


for him. 


As Sir Montmorenev and his followers clattered noisily over the 


draw bridge, Lady de Branegold looked forth from the wiudow in 
the turret which she occupied. 

“So ho!” she muttered. 
and leaves me all alone to 
us well b 
Ile she 


“He goes forth to the chase, does he, 
mope here. This must be seen to, | may 


egin with Sir Montmorency ns | mean to end with him. 
ull not hunt for his pleasure, 
learn that Lam no tame spirited 
smile when my lord goes forth and when he returns at his sweet 
will. Gadzooks, no! 
husband won't.” 

The day passed slowly over, P 
sky ere there was any appearance of the return of Sir 
As the darkness was closing 


but for mine only, and he must 
dame who is prepared meekly to 


My father may slip through my fingers; my 


and the sun had set in the western 
Montmorenes. 


i : 2 in, 2 buzle call sounded a, 
“I'M be home at ten minutes to twelve A.M.” through the woods, the 
Mrs. Murray bewniled, as the hours went past, hoarse challenge of — the 


Her absent lord ; but at last, at last, 

He arrived at eighteen past eleven P.M., 

In a state which Sir Wilfrid would much condemn. 
And his chance to earn fifty odd pounds had _ fled, 
But his wile couldn't blame him,“ My dear,” he said, 
“The entrance to Paddington Station all day 

Has been utterly blocked by a load of hay !” 


Tiny Joe Murray his wife did bring 

For a beanfeast in town in the following spring. 
But the very first night they in town did stay 
She belaboured his hide in a fearsome way, 


For she learned. while they up from the platform sped, 
That the obstacle which (as he'd truly said) 


the 


had evidently 
and 


warder was heard, and in a 
few moments the clatter of 
the hoofs of the horses of the 
returning troop was heard on 
and 
Inerry voices of the huntsmen 
were heard singing roistering 
songs, {heir nee after game 

een successful, 
it was equally evident 
that their labours had) been 
rendered less irksome by a 
Issing indulgence in potent 


drawbridge, 


the 


$5 
inti ; liquors, vz 
Had to Paddington Station once barred his way Waenile the lord of the 
Was the PuB. that is known as “The Load of Hay! castle was) welcomed home 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


every where re(a)d this winter, 


“Yair var, sir, the 
(Ludyate Circus, 5.30 A.) 

al orators for being scurrilous of 
condemn-a-tory language. 

justified in cadging 
found-(d)ry work. 
places in old timea, but we ean 
howadays that’s got hothing gloomy 


Monin’ Leader, a yay- 


speech, 
Their labour must necessarily be 


Anybody, who knows what a pack of cards is, will tell you 


hundreds of years, 


ded 


sport of the day had chased 
away the gloomy humours of 
the morning. Gaily he ascen- 
sprung 
with sprightly ardour towards 
the banqueting hall, where he 
expected his lady to be awitit- 
ine him, 

She was there! 

Briskly he stoop: 
suddenty drew hia 
her face, she said—" Faugh ! 


Ci ie Cuntinn 


the steps and 


Sores 


Drew Laugltily back. 


‘d to bestow a salute upon her lips, when she 
htily back. and while adark frown 


o'erspread 


You have been drinking ! 


Dnewt wok.) 
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THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


= 


No, 279.—Mr. J. Watts, F.O.S. 

“*What’s in a name’ we believe is a quotation usually at- 
tributed to Shakespeare, Without wishing for one moment to 
suggest that the illustrious Bard didn't know what he was talk- 
ing abvut. we still beg leave to say—a lot; for is not the magic, 
the respected name of the celebrated horseman whose por- 
trait adorns this column sufficient to send his mount up at 
least ten points in the betting, and an ample guarantee that the 
animal will be ridden well and truly, straight and above board, 
and sent past the post first, if it’s really got it in it? Our 
hero, who was, we believe, born somewhere within a hundred 
mile radius of Newmarket, from his earliest childhood evinced 
an interest in horsefesh, so much so that we verily believe, if 
Fate had not made him a jockey, he would have been a cats’- 
meat merchant, He is sweet tempered, wealthy, and one of the 
most consummate horsemen that ever touched reins. Has only 
two cares in life—keeping his weight down and the constant 
receipt of letters from serious minded but ignorant old ladies 
complimenting him upon his Hymns. Chiefly because he always 
puts ALLY on toa good thing or two, he was created F.O.S., and 
the “Sloper Award of Merit” presented to him, June 11th, 1887, 
—Debrett Improved, 


“Did you speak tome?” “ Ya-as. I sed,*Come out of that 


there hat. I can see yer legs dangling.’ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. flatuday, October 29, jor 


AND SHE STILL LIVES. 


Sarah. Why, that’s my fader-in-law, He's retj 
business, uu know, Jane, siesta a 

lane. How is that? Kicked "s 
Soo toned icked out from Farring ; 


First Fair One. 1 hear that old Cracker is looking after.a baritone. 
Second Fair One. I'm not surprised at that, dear; he has been for a long time trying to obtain a “tenner.” 


BY THE DOCTOR'S ORDERS. 


A LARGE ORDER. 
Chops for two, 


x 


SNe 


‘| SX 


more !"——(4). “ Hooray, old man! Fit asa flea and right as rain, now! Heres) 
‘nother (hie!) pub! Come along and have drinksh! Musht ‘bey doctor, you knw 

—(5). “Whoop! Ta-ra-ra, boom! Whataday we're havin’! (hic!) “Wont cs 
home till mornin’!' No bally coldsh 'n' coughs abont me! Hooray! Have sue 
more ‘Scotch’ !"——(6). “'T’s allri’, pleeshman! Shimply obeyin’ doesh orders" 


What's up with you, my son?” “Oooh!” groaned Swipes,“ I'm all to bits witha 
raging cold. I'm going off the hooks. Can you tell me where I can get a cheap 
coffin ?"——(2). * It's true there is one thing which might cure me, I'm told—forty 
drops of hydro-carbonized solution of electro-distilled methylated decoction of 
crystallized Congo cabbage bark. But it seems hard to get. Failing that, the doctor 
recommended the least possible drop of warm ‘Scotch,’ with lemon and—— Hullo! 
Here'sa pub! Perhaps we can get it here.”——(3). “Gad, old chap! I feel like 
another man already! Right as a trivet, almost! Let's have another. Several 


CONSCIENCE. 


Paper Seller, Awful murder! Fifteen people crooll; 
murdered ! 
: ond Lady. Dear me! How awful! And is that a 
uct? 


Young Ladu. Why, this is Fido, of whors you need t 


80 fond twelve months aso, ; ? Leena 
Old Dame. Don't tell me that, miss. | ilo we 
have been so rude as to put his tongue out at his ¢ 


No, 33,—Mildred. 
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